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And in the same poem the poet speaks of a
vintage which

Stow'd, when classic Canning died,

In musty bins and chambers,
Had cast upon its crusted side

The gloom of ten Decembers.

The ' Lyrical Monologue,' from which these lines
are quoted, is nothing but a plaything, and not,
as a whole, a pretty one. But the nature and
the perfection of skill is sometimes best illus-
trated by the waste of it. Here is another
example of the poet's manner, on which we
shall dwell somewhat more at length.

Come down, 0 maid, from yonder mountain height:

What pleasure lives in height (the shepherd sang),

In "height and cold, the splendour of the hills 1

But cease to move so near the heavens, and cease

To glide a sunbeam by the blasted pine,

To sit a star upon the sparkling spire ;

And come, for Love is of the valley, come,

For Love is of the valley, come thon clown

And find him; by the happy threshold, he,

Or hand in hand with Plenty in the maize.

Or red with spirted purple of the vats,

Or foxlike in the vine; nor cares to walk

With Death and Morning on the silver horns,

ISTor wilt thou snare him in the white ravine,

Nor find him dropt upon the firths of ice,